MODERN TRAVEL

fig-shaped buds open, one by one, in filmy white-
rayed circles, deep-yellow hearted, the haunt of
innumerable flies. By the latter part of June or
July the delicate corollas are replaced by fig-
shaped fruits that as they curl open when fully
ripe, revealing the full-seeded, crimson pulp, have
the effect of a second vivid flowering.

Just before the fruits burst, however, the Pima
and Papago women turn out by villages to harvest
them with long hooks made of a sahuaro rib and
a cross-piece of acacia twig. Often to save labour,
they will peel the fruit as they collect it; returning
at night with their great jars and baskets over-
flowing with the luscious juicy pulp. For this,
and for all that I have written of the sahuaro
festival in Papagueria, it is counted a crime to
destroy a sahuaro.

There is a singular charm of the sahuaro forest,
a charm of elegance, as the wind, moving like
royalty across the well-spaced intervals, receives
the courtesies of ironwood and ocotilla and palo-
verde. It begins with the upright next-of-blood,
with a stately rocking of the tall pillars on their
roots, and a soft ss-ss-ss of the wind along their
spiny ridges. Suddenly the bright blossom-tips
of the ocotilla take flight like flocks of scarlet
birds, as the long wands bow and recover in the
movement of the wind, and after an appreciable
interval the thin-leaved ironwood rustles and
wrestles with it, loth to let it go, until it drops with
almost a sullen note to the stiff whisper of the palo-
verde.
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